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Summary: When a boy was found in the ocean, it was hard for many to 
accept him. How could they? He's a monster. No one knows who he is 
and where he came from. Now they ask, is it really a coincidence that 
he's at Berk? 


The Dragon's Eye 
_Hello guys !_ 

_It ' s been a while since I wrote something for HTTYD. Well, here's 
the remake, or should I say rewrite of my story called 'Seeing with a 
different eye.'_ 

_I was able to tweak the plot just a little bit to make it more 
interesting. I hope you guys will like it. Tell me below what you 
think !_ 

_Cheers_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong><em>Chapter 1: Iona<em>** 

Ah! The rain. Ain't nothing more beautiful than the freezing heavy 
drops from the sky. 

What? I like the rain. 

Yes, yes. I know. Vikings aren't supposed to like anything. We're 
supposed to be tough like burnt meat. But what's the harm of liking a 
little rain? It calms me down, even the lightings and thunders of 
Thor. For me, it's my sweet sanctuary. 

And as always, I sit by the frame of my window with one leg hanging 
out and my arms comfortably lying on my belly. I breath it all in. It 
was cool and somewhat salty from the sea, but the fragrance of the 



grass and pine was the most abundant. It was like they always chose 
this specific moment just to celebrate this serene moment with me. I 
listen to the lullaby of the crashing waves below the island, the 
heavy knocks on the roof, the distant cracks of lightnings and the 
loud swishing of the trees. Other than that, the dragons and their 
riders alike gave their melodious snore as neither would brave the 
weather and so resulted to sleeping it off. 

Now all these things manages to put a smile on my face; it never 
fails to do so. But the sweetest sound of all came from my little 
sister, Eydis, who was sleeping cozily on my bed under three layers 
of blankets. She wriggles as a thunder rolls right above us then she 
pulled the blankets over her head. 

I look at her and realize how much she looks like mom. Her hair was 
as golden, and her face was as tender and beautiful, but she was more 
like dad. She's timid, and often quiet, but when we're together, you 
would not believe how loud and wild she can be. 

I, on the other hand, took after my father's side. I never met, 

Stoick the vast, my grandfather, but dad says that my hair was as red 
as his, though my looks came from my grandmother. But if I can say so 
myself, my mother is my hero and I want to be as tough as she is, 
thus me dominating dragon school. Who can seriously best me? 

I still found myself staring at her, though. She looks so adorable 
when she sleeps. She's my other sanctuary. Then there is a loud knock 
on our front door as if it is being hit by a war hammer. I jump, 
startled, my senses on full alert. My hand creep to my shield that 
has been sitting just below me, as I brace myself for the 
intruder . 

Is it the bandit's again? Damn those sneaky turds. I swear 

I'll... 

Then there's another set of knocks. I lift my shield so that I can 
hold on it properly before raising it to my chest. I wait for the 
door to crash and hold my breath as I do. I imagine how it's going to 
happen and Eydis would be my priority. I don't have to worry so much 
because I know that my dragon will have our backs. I slowly got off 
from my perch and steadily approach my sister. Seriously, how is she 
sleeping through this? 

Another set but this time a voice accompanied it. 

"Hiccup!" the voice booms from below. 

All of a sudden my body relaxes as I drop my arms on my side. My 
heart is fluttering and cold sweat runs down my neck. I know that 
voice very well. 

Geez! He should really learn to... well... state his name before he 
knocks so wildly when he knows that we are still under threat. Geez 
that man ! 

I set my shield back to where I got it with a loud sigh before 
walking out of my room and down the stairs. 


"Anyone?" The voice knocked again. 


"Hello ! " 



I open the door while he was still knocking. I plaster a grim look on 
my face just to let him know that he disturbed my little 
peace . 

"Oh." He makes a nervous giggle, looking down at me . A grown man with 
a body that looks as if it was shaped by the gods themselves fumbling 
with his fingers is not a pretty sight. It was disturbing. Really 
disturbing . 

"What do you want Fishlegs?" I say, dropping my shoulders at him as I 
gave him an apathetic look. 

"Uhm. . . where's your dad?" His bearded face moved but it sounded like 
a child was talking. 

"Out." I roll my eyes. 

"Your mom?" 

"Out . " 

He turns his head from house to house. I'm guessing he's looking for 
someone else to bother. "Someone needs to see this." He says it like 
he was singing. Wait. No. He is singing this. 

"If it's another dragon egg that 'strangely looks like the moon', 
please just give it up. It doesn't look like the moon." He turns to 
me, confused. 

"What? No!" His eyes growing wide. "It's your grandmother!" 

I grab his breastplate from the side as fast as a dragon would pounce 
on you the moment it sees fresh meat. "What!? What happened? Why 
didn't you say so!?" 

"Well, you're not a part of the council," He gulps. "And your 
grandmother said that I should only tell it to Hiccup or Astrid." 

"I am the chief's daughter!" Then my face contorts in confusion. 
"Wait, did you say that my grandmother...?" I trail off, not sure how 
to follow. 

"Yes." He pushes me off. 

"So, she's okay?" 

"Who said that something bad happened to her?" It was his turn to 
roll his eyes on me. Gods I hate that. 

I let my hands glide down my face, pulling my cheeks and lids in the 
process. I imagine that I looked ridiculous, but this man is driving 
me crazy. "Why didn't you say so?" 

"Because!" he says as if it was the most obvious answer in the 
world . 

"By the gods, I'm going to her." I push through his massive body but 
his hand manages to grab on to my arm. It's crazy how his one hand 
was able to consume my entire forearm. 



"But she said. . . 


"Well, mom and dad are off to somewhere. So unless you want uncle 
Snotlout to deal with this I suggest you let me go." 

His eyes narrows as he kept his gaze at me. Is he really considering 
of telling Snotlout!? I hope not! That was just a jest. 

"Fine." He breathes, finally letting go. The grip of that man is 
something one should really avoid. But hey, I won. I got what I 
want . 

I didn't waste any time. I took on the heavy rain and run for my 
grandmother's house. I could've taken Stonehead, but you know... 
dragons . 

I let the drops hit me, which, in all honesty, actually hurts. But 
what can I say? Welcome to Berk! I was drenched before I was able to 
make a decent distance from our house. I thought about going back and 
getting a hood or something but Fishlegs is still there and I didn't 
want to look like a wet puppy, and so with my overwhelming pride, I 
press on. 

It took a while and the run left me panting, but I was able to reach 
my grandmother's house. I didn't bother to knock, knowing that this 
is an emergency and not a leisurely visit. Plus, we're Vikings. Okay, 
that's a lame excuse. 

The moment I set foot into the house, I hear my grandmother call from 
one of the rooms above. The scent of burnt pine and cedar quickly 
fills my nose. It smells heavenly and cozy, with the addition of the 
heat from the fire pit I could easily fall from where I'm standing 
and sleep for the rest of the day. 

"Iona?" she says. I never truly understand how she does that. Heck, 
even mom does it all the time! Is it a perk that comes with 
motherhood? Because I swear, that skill would really come in 
handy . 

"Nana." I respond, making my voice sound childish. I shake my arms to 
drain the water before squeezing it off my hair. 

"Oh, what are you doing here?" She popped her head out of the 
veranda. "I called for your mom or dad, didn't I?" 

"Well, they're not home and I was in charge..." I now realize how 
childish I sound. But I really want to be in the affair every once in 
a while. And besides, this is what I'm going to do when I become 
chief, right? Might as well start now! 

She came rushing down the stairs holding a towel in one hand. She 
then greeted me with it as she rubs my hair dry. "Oh, you poor lass," 
She says with deep concern on her voice. "You could've at least 
waited for the rain to stop." 

"You mean in four weeks?" I snickered as I pull myself from her. 

"Nana . I'm fine . " 

She drops her shoulders. "Very well, lass. Since you're here, I want 
you to help me out." 



She then leads me back upstairs, stopping just outside a room. I see 
a shadow by the frame of the door. It seems like it's just sitting 
there and waiting. Valka looks at it too making sure that it's not 
making any sudden movement. Then Nana pulled my face towards her, 
looking at me directly in the eye. I feel a sudden rush of 
seriousness and authority from her as if she was saying that this is 
no game, then she opens her mouth to speak. "Iona." She said gravely. 
"There's a boy inside that room and 


"Okay..." I pull my face from hers, 
she's telling me this. 

"He's not from here," she explains, 
from. But I want you to be careful, 
will get us all in trouble." 

"Why?" I ask. 

"We've been raided for more than a few times in a month, sweety, you 
know that. We don't know what the bandits want. And we don't know if 
he's one of them." 

"Then why is he here? Why no lock him up or a€"" I peak from my 
grandmother's side making sure that the shadow was still where it 
was. But oddly enough, he turns his head towards us as if he could 
see us through the eyes of his shadow. 

Nana saw it too and so she starts to whisper more softly. "I'm going 
to help him . " 

"But ! " 


he's just about your 

I'm not sure I understand why 

"And I don't know where he's 
Don't say anything that you think 


She raises her finger at me in one quick move. "I will let your 
father deal with this. But right now, you're just here to help." 

I have no choice. This boy peaks my curiosity and I wanted to see why 
my grandmother wanted to help him and if argue any more I might be 
sent home. She doesn't often do that to our enemies unless she sees 
something in them, so I nod. 

"Good." She says smiling then taking hold of my hand before pulling 
me in to the room. 

There was a candle sitting on a table beside the bed. It was the only 
light in the room, but I could see the boy, and honestly, he doesn't 
look like a boy. As if my inner feminine side has been triggered, my 
eyes instantly follow his body. In general he was lean, but not so 
much. His chest was broad, but under the tattered tunic were scars 
and something else that glitters in the light and his arms where 
whole with muscles with veins running down to the back of his hands, 
that lead to my only conclusion that he's a fighter. I like fighters. 
There aren't much decent fighters here in Berk. His short hair was as 
dark as the night and his face was like chiseled for the temple of 
the gods with small stubbles of hair formed as his beard. 

He was, by my definition, the most beautiful boy I have ever seen, 
but I have a feeling that something is very different from him. 
Something . . . 



He tries to stand to greet us but he failed. He held on to his side 
as he grunted in pain. Valka rushed to him and let him sit back on 
the bed. 

"Easy." She says as she lifted the tunic to look at the bandages 
beneath. "You'd rip the stitches." 

Grandmother grabs the candle from the table and gestured me to come 
to her. I did, being the obedient child that I am. She hands me the 
candle and I held it above her as she tries to see the condition of 
the wound under the bandage. 

As she did, I realize that the candle is directly in front of the 
boy's face. I see the same sparkling things running his neck and 
temples. They were iridescent against the light. My jaw drops as I 
realize what it was. It was similar to my Stonehead's. It felt 
unnatural to look at it and it made me weak inside. I take a few 
steps back, my hand hovering above my dagger, waiting for him to do 
something... anything. But he just stared at me with a weak 
expression . 

By the gods, his stare. I freeze from it as a wave runs down my 
spine. His left eye is glowing with a dark shade of orange and dark 
vertical slit in the middle. It widens as the light fades from it 
making it more defined. It shone in the dark like burning embers and 
it was terrifying. 

I let the candle drop from my hand and start towards the door, but I 
hit something solid and heavy. Everything's now fuzzy and 
then . . . 


End 
f ile . 



